






































Sleeping in a Smokestack 


Thomas banged the beer glass on 
the table and swung around in his chair. 
“Well, boys,” he announced, “no more 
money. Got to go.” Shaking, unsteadily 
he rose, clinging to the table for support. 
Swaying, he let go and lurched to the 
door. 

Outside, the cool night air cleared his 
befuddled brain a little, but he wasn’t 
certain which way led home. A policeman 
passed, eying him suspiciously. 

“Better keep out of the way of the cops,” 
he thought to himself. He stretched a hand 
toward the wall and started down the street. 
But the building kept 
moving away, and the 
sidewalk wouldn’t 
keep still. Besides, he 
was growing weary. 

“Gotta find a place 
to sleep,” he decided. 
“I’ve got to sleep.” 

To his immense de- 
light, he found an 
open doorway. Shuf- 
fling in, he discovered 
there was no one 
around. And then, 
happy day! As his 
eyes became accus- 
tomed to the dark- 
ness he saw ahead of 
him a little door 
about three feet 
square. If only he 
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could get in behind that, he thought, no 
one would bother him. 

He staggered to it. Grabbing the door 
with an unsteady hand, he pulled it open. 
“Just the place!” he exulted. He pulled 
himself up to the opening and rolled in. 
When the door clanged shut he chuckled, 
“You’re a clever man, Thomas. Not many 
people would be smart enough to find 
this spot.” 

Toward morning, the effect of the beer 
worked off, and Thomas awakened. Strange 
noises surrounded him. A dull glow lit up 
the other end of his little hole, but far 
more important, a stream of burning air 
was rushing past him, getting hotter every 
second. 

His dim brain was just bright enough 
to realize what was going on. He had gone 
to sleep in the smokestack of a furnace, 
and now the firemen were lighting up. He 
had to get out—and quick! He lunged for 
the door. 

It was locked. 

Beating on it did no good. His cries 
for help were drowned in the roar of the 
flames. He looked around for another 
escape. High above him he saw a glimmer 
of light—the top of the smokestack. A 
little ladder led up. Quickly he climbed. 

Reaching the top, he stuck his head out 
and looked around. He was in the Penn- 
sylvania railroad station 180 feet from the 
ground, and there was no way down. There 
was, however, an attendant in a parking 
lot. Thomas shouted at him for all he was 
worth. 

The attendant heard, and came over to 
open the door. But now Thomas had to 
get down inside the chimney—and the fire 
was hotter than ever. The ladder blistered 
his hands. Hot air seared his lungs. 

By the time he scrambled out the little 
door, an ambulance had arrived. Doctors 
at the hospital smeared ointment over his 
skin, bandaged his hands, and sent him 
home. As he left the hospital he was heard 
muttering to himself, “Never again, never 
again.” 

But wouldn’t he have been much wiser 
if he had left the beer alone in the first 
place? 


Your friend, 














Bob found out why he was miserable 


when the new family arrived next door. 


WHAT THREE BROTHERS DID TO BOB 


By MARYANE G. MYERS 


B was cross. Mother had asked him to 

clean his room. “I don’t want to do it 
now,” he shouted to her. “I'll do it later.” 
Then he hurried outside before she had time 
to answer. 

Little sister looked up from her play as 
Bob stepped onto the front porch. “Brownie 
is thirsty,” she reminded him. “Please give 
him a drink.” 

“Give him a drink yourself,” he muttered, 
kicking Madge’s doll buggy out of the way. 
The carriage accidentally rolied off the porch, 
spilling a small set of dishes and Madge’s 
best doll. The doll was not hurt, 
but the dishes were smashed. 
Madge burst into tears. Bob hur- 
ried on, leaving little sister to 
pick up the fragments alone. 

He climbed into an old peach 
tree and sat dismally among the 
branches. “Oh, if I only had 
someone to play with,” he sighed, 
feeling very lonely and sorry for 
himself. 

Right in the middle of his 
gloomy thoughts there was a 
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From his seat high in the tree, Bob 5» 
watched the three brothers unloading 
the van. He could not understand how 
they could be so happy while working. 


commotion in front of the vacant house next 
door. Bob climbed to a higher branch to 
see what was going on. A moving van had 
arrived, and two men were preparing to un- 
load it. 

“Good news!” Bob exclaimed. “Perhaps 
there will be a boy my age.” 

No sooner had he made his wish than a 
shiny blue sedan whipped into the next-door 
driveway, and a boy almost as tall as himself 
hopped out. 

Bob smiled for the first time that day. 

To page 15 
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WHEN NICK, THE BULLDOG, 
RAN AWAY 


By LYNN R. CALLENDER 


Nc was such an ugly little pug-nosed 
bulldog you would think no one would 
care for him. But when he ran away in the 
snow and didn’t come back, everyone sat 
down and cried—Mother, Wilma Lee, 
Moodine, Evan, and Evelyn. Even Father 
was caught shedding a few tears in private, 
for after all, Father was Nick’s favorite. 

Only one thing marred the association be- 
tween Nick and Mr. Gustafson—a truck 
with a motor that roared like thunder. The 
steady throbbing of the engine hurt Nick’s 
sensitive ears, and he could seldom be per- 
suaded to ride in the truck. 

But one day Mr. Gustafson found it nec- 
essary to take the truck from Mountain 
Home, Idaho, where they lived, to Mountain 
City, Nevada, one hundred miles away, with 
nothing but sagebrush, one service station, 
and a few Indian huts in between. As Mr. 
Gustafson prepared to leave, Nick followed 
him about, plainly interested in going for 
a ride. 

“Come on Nick, old boy,” called Mr. 
Gustafson, throwing open the truck door, 
but Nick just paced back and forth, whim- 
pering and whining. It was plain to see that 
he was having a terrible battle in his little 
head trying to decide whether to go with 
his beloved master and endure the horrible 
roar, Or to stay at home in peace. But the 
children were at school and Mrs. Gustafson 
had gone to town. There would be no one 
to play with and not much to do at home. 
Finally, with much persuasion and a little 
help, he scrambled into the cab and lay down 
on the seat. 





Meet Nick, the pug-nosed bulldog. 


A few miles out of town snow began to 
fall. Great flakes clung to everything they 
touched. Soon the windshield wipers were 
working hard to keep the glass clear enough 
for the driver to see, but in a few more 
miles the wipers began to lose the battle, 
for the soft snow gradually formed big balls 
that went back and forth across the wind- 
shield with the wipers. 

“Well, Nick, it looks as if I'll have to stop 
and take the snow off the wipers,” said Mr. 
Gustafson at last. “You can get out and run 
around a minute.” As soon as the truck door 
opened, Nick was out in the snow, running 
this way and that, having a great time, rest- 
ing his ears from the noise. 

“All right, Nick,” Mr. Gustafson called as 
he climbed back into the truck. But Nick 
thought the recess too short. He didn’t want 
to get back into that old truck, at least not 
yet. “Come on, you little rascal.” Nick was 
too busy catching snowflakes to pay atten- 
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tion. It was only when Mr. Gustafson stepped 
out of the cab and spoke very sternly that 
Nick slowly and unwillingly came near 
enough to be picked up and put back in. 

A few more miles, and another stop was 
necessary. Again Nick was eager to get out. 
This time it was more difficult than before 
to capture him. Mr. Gustafson was irri- 
tated. “I wish you had stayed home,” he 
said. “The next time we stop, you are going 
to stay right in this truck.” 

The balls of snow grew larger and larger 
on the wipers, and it was harder than ever 
to see through the windshield. Mr. Gustaf- 
son rolled down the window and tried to 
remove the snow from the wiper by reach- 
ing out, but that proved unsatisfactory, and 
the great roar of the motor died to a low 
rumble as the truck came to a halt once more. 

“Now look here, Funny Face,” Mr. Gustaf- 
son said to Nick, “you stay right in that seat. 
1 don’t intend to talk myself hoarse trying 
to get you back in again.” He stepped out 
and closed the door. He did not, however, 
roll up the window. He cleaned the wind- 
shield carefully. Then, ready to go on, he 
opened ‘the door—and found that the cab 
was empty. 

“That pesky dog! How did he get out?” 
Then Mr. Gustafson saw the open window. 
“He must have jumped through that,” he 
decided. “I forgot to roll it up. Where are 
you, Nick? Come on. I’m in a hurry. I feel 











like driving off and leaving you.” Mr. Gus- 
tafson stood on the cab step and looked 
around. There was no Nick to be seen. 
“Nick,” he called in exasperation. “You come 
here this minute.” Just below the open win- 
dow were footprints where Nick had landed. 
They led away into the sagebrush. Mr. Gus- 
tafson began to threaten. “Nick, if you don’t 
come back right now, I'll give you a thrash- 
ing.” No results. He tried persuasion. “Here 
Nick, here Nick, I have a candy bar for you.” 
He tried flattery. “Here Nick, nice little 
dog. Come boy, that’s a good dog.” Threats, 
persuasion, flattery, were all the same. Nick 
had had enough of the truck. He was no- 
where to be seen. Perhaps his tracks could 
be followed; but no, when Mr. Gustafson 
tried, he discovered that the snow was fall- 
ing so fast the footprints were filled in. 

In desperation and indignation Mr. Gus- 
tafson said to himself, “I know what I'll do. 
I'll just drive down the road a little way, 
and Nick will think I am going to leave 
him. Then he'll be glad to come. He'll be 
sorry he acted like this.” He even smiled a 
little as he thought how Nick would come 
running to avoid being left behind. He 
blew a couple of blasts on the horn. In about 
fifty yards he stopped and stepped from the 
truck, confidently expecting to see Nick rac- 
ing toward him. But like a spoiled Child, 
Nick was sulking over the scolding he had 

To page 19 


Nick had jumped out the window, and his foot- 
prints led away over the snow. Father put his hand 
to his mouth and called many times, but no answer. 
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~ THE LAST LEAF 


By MRS. JOHN F. UNDERHILL 





CHAPTER THREE: BEAR TRACKS 





HE weather was 

growing colder. 
Sharp winds 
swept down from 
the north over the 
prairies. Mr. Hull 
remodeled the 
chicken coop and 
barn, to protect 
the chickens and 
livestock during the winter. He hoped it 
would not be so severe as had been the 
winter of 1880. In that year a blizzard had 
come in the middle of October, making 
great drifts that had covered the railroad 
tracks and stopped all operations until spring, 
cutting off supplies of fuel and kerosene 
oil, and articles of food not supplied by the 
local farmers. 

Fortunately, there had been an abundance 
of grain and hay. Farmers had ground corn 
in their coffee mills to use for meal or corn 
cakes. In many places where fuel was not 
available, they had burned corn on the cob 
and twisted hay for fuel to keep their fam- 
ilies warm. Everything was covered with 
heavy drifts. Tunnels were made to barns 
and chicken coops in order to give feed and 
water to the livestock. Many animals per- 
ished. Winter had come so early that no one 
had made sufficient preparation. 

The actual average snowfall during that 
dreadful winter was more than twelve feet. 
The snow remained on the ground until late 
in April, when it melted in a single day, 
causing floods and roaring torrents and much 
loss of property. Those who had lived on 
the prairies during that time said it was the 
worst blizzard they had ever known. 

Mr. Hull decided he would not be caught 
unprepared. In order to be ready, he dug 
a potato cellar near the house, with a tun- 
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nel leading to the fruit cellar beneath the 
house. 

He had purchased from his neighbors an 
ample supply of vegetables and potatoes. 
These he stored in the potato cellar. 

“In case of another blizzard like that one, 
we can still reach the potato cellar through 
the tunnel,” he said. 

It was evening. Mother Hull and the 
older girls were preparing supper in the 
little kitchen. The tempting odors of good 
things to eat wafted into the living room, 
where May was reading to Nellie and 
Mertie. 

“I hope supper is soon ready,” said May. 
“I feel hungry when I smell that good hot 
corn bread. I hope we don’t have to wait 
for Father to come back from town. He 
might be quite late.” 

Suddenly there was a sound of footsteps on 
the porch and a sharp rap at the door. 

“I wonder who that can be?” queried 
Nellie. “One of the neighbors, no doubt.” 

“I will go to the door,” said May, laying 
aside her book. She opened the door wide, 
then stepped back, too frightened to speak 
a word. There, standing in the doorway, was 
an Indian! A big tall Indian he was, with a 
heavy blanket over his shoulders, and rough 
horsehide moccasins on his feet. He stooped 
as he stepped inside the doorway, then closed 
the door behind him. 

“Me Bear Tracks. Me hungry,” he said. 

May did not say a word, but ran to the 
kitchen to tell Mother. 

“An Indian? Here?” Mother Hull had 
heard of a small band of Indians who had 
their camp near Lake Kampeska. But she 
had not thought they would ever come so 
near. 

The Indian repeated his statement to 
Mother. “Me Bear Tracks. Me hungry!” He 








sniffed the odor of the corn bread as if to 
say that was what he wanted. 

Mother put a generous slice of corn bread 
on a plate, and held it before him. He took 
it and ate hungrily. 

“More!” he said, holding out the empty 
plate. Mother Hull put on another piece 
of corn bread, expecting him to devour it 
also. But he just looked at it. 

Mother Hull asked, “Why don’t you eat 
it, Bear Tracks?” 

“Take to squaw—squaw sick. Much trou- 
ble.” 
“Where is your wife?” asked Mother. 

The big Indian pointed north. “Wigwam 
two miles. Move camp. Squaw sick. New 
papoose in morning.” 

Mother gave the Indian a loaf of bread 
and a small jar of raspberry jam. The Indian 
took the bread and jam, then said, “How!” 

Mother thought the Indian did not quite 
understand how to spread the jam on the 
bread so she said, “I will show you.” She took 
the bread knife and cut a slice, then spread 
it with the rich red jam. “That is the way 
we do it.” 

“How!” said the Indian again, nodding 
his head as though saying Yes. 
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Again Mother showed him how to cut 
the bread and spread it with jam. 

“How!” he repeated, quite emphatically 
this time. 

“I think he means ‘Thank you,’” said Lib- 
bie, who had been watching from a safe 
distance. Then Mother understood. She went 
to the old trunk and took out an old, faded 
wool baby blanket. 

“Here, Bear Tracks,’ she said as she 
handed it to him. “Take this to wrap the 
new papoose in. It will help keep him warm.” 

Again the Indian said “How!” He took 
the blanket, the piece of corn bread, the 
bread and jam, and went out the door. May, 
Nellie, and Mertie immediately barricaded 
the door with the old trunk and a big chair. 

“What if he comes back?” said Mertie. 

“I doubt if he will,” said Mother, Then 
she gathered her family of girls around the 
table for supper. But before they ate, they 
bowed their heads for prayer. In addition 
to being grateful for their food, they were 
thankful that their visitor had been a friendly 
Indian, and had left without doing any harm. 
To page 20 


May opened the door, and a huge Indian walked into 
the room. “Me Bear Tracks,” he said. “Me hungry.” 
Too frightened to speak, May ran to get her mother. 
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The doctors were sure Salah would 


recover and Ameen die, but 


THE WRONG BOY LIVED! 


By ANEES A. HADDAD 





BUS turned over! A bus turned over!” 
The cry leaped through the early 
morning quietness as boys and girls raced 
to the accident, their minds crowded with 
questions. Who was driving? Who was in 
the bus? Was anyone killed? How did it 
happen? 

Jim, standing on a balcony, watched the 
excitement. Suddenly he saw his friend, Rob- 
ert, running toward the crowd. “Mother,” he 
pleaded, “please let me go too.” Just then 
Robert looked up and called him. “All right, 
sonny,” Mother said, “but be sure to keep 
out of the way. There will be much pushing 
and pulling.” 

“Say, Jim, how did it happen?” asked 
Robert impatiently as soon as his friend 
reached him. 

“I don’t know, Bob. All I know is that I 
was awakened by the horrible sound of the 
bus turning over. Immediately people started 
to shout, ‘Help! Help!’ I jumped to the 
balcony and saw the bus lying on its side, 
with people streaming from all directions. 
I glanced at my watch. It was exactly five 
o'clock. Then I saw you.” 
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While the two boys talked, the windshield 
of the bus was cracked from within, and 
the driver crawled out. He was pale, and 
his clothes were wet. Without a word he 
motioned to the crowd to do something to 
save two boys who were pinned underneath. 

There was no time to wait for a winch 
to come and lift the bus. “Let us lift it our- 
selves,” cried the young men. “One—two— 
three—lift.” Up came the bus about a foot. 
And faster than it takes to read this line, 
and before they could do anything to stop 
it, the bus fell again. It looked as though the 
boys were crushed. The men tried again. 
With a power that was supernatural, they 
lifted the bus high enough to move the boys, 
then let it drop again. 

“Poor fellows,” cried Robert. “They are 
Salah and Ameen.” 

“But why do they go to school so early?” 
asked Jim. 

“To practice the piano,” Robert said. 

“Ameen’s father is dead, isn’t he?” Jim 
asked again. 

“Yes, Jim, Salah’s father is dead too. I 
hope these fellows don’t die.” 

“Jim,” Bob said as the two boys were 
carried away, “we should pray for Ameen 
and Salah. They are good boys even though 
they don’t belong to our church. If they 
live, I am sure they will accept Jesus. At 
least Ameen will, I know.” 

Determined to pray for their friends, Jim 
and Bob returned home. The crowd was 
thinning out, and only a few remained to 
take care of the bus. It was a bad day for 
that little town overlooking the blue Med- 
iterranean Sea. All the people talked about 
was the accident. The newspapers wrote long 
articles, giving all the details. 

The first reports declared both boys in 


danger. Salah’s case, however, did not seem 











so serious as that of Ameen. He was ex- 
pected to die at any moment. But Ameen’s 
mother, a Seventh-day Adventist, believed 
that God still answers prayer. Immediately 
she prayed with tears, asking God to save 
her son. Silent prayers, private prayers, and 
public prayers were offered by the Adventist 
church in behalf of the two boys, especially 
Ameen. 

Hours passed. Bad reports still came from 
the hospital. The last said, “Only God can 
save Ameen. He is dying.” 

“O God,” cried the church, “spare Ameen 
if it be Thy will. Lord, please hear our 
prayers, for Jesus’ sake. Amen.” They prayed, 
and prayed, and prayed again, for even the 
doctors acknowledged the fact that there was 
no hope for Ameen except by a miracle. 

Ameen’s mother was sure he would live. 
Why? Hear her tell the story: 

“At exactly midnight, that is, five hours 
before the accident, Ameen called me and 
said, ‘Mother, a man dressed in white 
has just told me, “Fear not death; I will 
give you a crown of life.”’ I told him 
to get up right then and write it down 
on a piece of paper. This he did, believ- 
ing that it was a special message for 
him. Now, friends, do you see why I 
believe that Ameen will live? Yes, God 
sent us a message last night, and I 
claim His promise through prayer. 
Ameen will live.” 

That was indeed a sad day. But God 
was watching, and He did perform 
a miracle. Something happened that 
the doctors could not explain. Ameen 
forgot to die! God had called him to 
live. He was to witness for Jesus, who 
saved his life from death—Jesus, the 
most wonderful friend any boy or girl 
can have. Jesus loves us so much that 
He has made a wonderful plan for our 
lives, which, if we follow, will lead us 
to heaven. If you really love Him, you 
should allow Him to help. you to be 
a good witness for Him—a real Sev- 
enth-day Adventist—a hero for Christ. 

The church continued praying for 
the boys in the hospital. It was evident 
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Ameen pointed a finger at the school 
principal, looked him in the eyes, and 
said, “Sir, you are not a Chris- f 
tian. If you were, you would let me os 

worship Jesus as the Bible says.” = 





that God was helping the doctors in their 
critical work. However, things began to 
change after a few days. The medical bul- 
letins started to show that Salah’s case was 
becoming very serious. Ameen was constantly 
though slowly improving, but Salah was 
growing weaker and weaker. The best doc- 
tors were summoned to help him, but noth- 
ing availed—his back was broken. 

After Salah had suffered a few months, 
God saw in His wisdom that it was best for 
him to be relieved of his pain. Salah was 
called to rest. 

His death had a great effect on Ameen’s 
life. He was still in bed, but he began to 
think very seriously. “Just a few months ago,” 
he remembered, “I was going to die and 
Salah was going to live (so the doctors said, 
anyway ). But the wrong boy lived. I am the 
one who is living and Salah is the one who 
is dead. Surely, God must have a special 
purpose for me. Probably he wants to use 













































me to save others.” And because he could 
not understand what this was all about, he 
closed his eyes and whispered a prayer: 
“Dear God, I want to be a good boy and 
I can’t, but I know that You can make me 
one. So, please, Father, take me and use me 
as You want. You have saved my life, and 
I thank You for that. Now I belong to You. 
Bless Your boy, Ameen, I pray, in Jesus’ 
name. Amen.” 

Ameen grew stronger day by day. Some 
weeks later, leaning on a cane, he came to 
Sabbath school and church. His friends— 
true Missionary Volunteers—carried him on 
a chair on Sabbath afternoons to attend the 
meetings of the MV Society, which were 
held out of doors. Every day some of his 
friends visited him at home and cheered him 
up. They were determined to make him a 
Seventh-day Adventist. 

Soon Ameen could walk without the aid 
of the cane. It was time to go back to school. 
But what about the Sabbath? Before the 
accident he had gone to school on Sabbath, 
but now what? “You are not baptized as an 
Adventist,” whispered Satan in his ears. 
“What is more, if you keep the Sabbath, all 
your grades will be low; all your friends will 
laugh at you.” 

While Ameen was struggling with Satan, 
the missionary’s wife came to visit. She soon 
learned that Ameen was going to school the 
following day. “And you will keep the Sab- 
bath, Ameen, won't you?” she asked. A tear 
came to his eyes. “I want to, but ” The 
lady reminded him of his accident and how 
God had saved his life. She encouraged him 
and prayed with him, asking God to help 
him to stand true to what he knew was 
right. 

The first Sabbath came. Ameen did not 
go to school. On Monday he found he had 
not been missed. But when he did not go 
to school the following Sabbath, the prin- 
cipal, a highly educated man, called him to 
his office. There Ameen explained his new 
principles to his old principal. The man used 
much philosophy to convince Ameen that 
he should come to school on Saturday, but 
Ameen stood firm. The principal made a 
number of threats, then told Ameen to go 
back to his classes and be sure to come to 
school next Saturday. The boy left the prin- 
cipal’s office more determined than ever to 
keep the Sabbath holy. 

The following week he was called again 
to the principal's office, told the same things, 
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threatened, and sent back to classes. But 
when Sabbath came again, Ameen carried 
his Bible and the Junior Sabbath School 
Quarterly and went directly to church! 

Week after week he was called to the 
principal’s office and was given another 
chance. He used the chance to keep the 
Sabbath regardless of what his fellow stu- 
dents thought or said about him—and they 
surely said much. At last the principal be- 
came angry and called him for the last warn- 
ing. 

With sparkling eyes and a heart that knew 
no fear but the fear of God, Ameen pointed 
his finger at the principal and said, “Sir, 
you are not a Christian!” 

“But I am,” answered the doctor, half 
angry and half amazed at the courage of the 
lad. 

“If you were a Christian, you would let 
me worship Jesus the way the Bible says 
we should,” came the ready answer. 

“All right, Ameen, you come to school on 
Saturday.” 

With this statement, the principal dis- 
missed him, but down deep in his heart he 
admired and even respected this boy who 
stood up for what he believed. 

Instead of going to school on the follow- 
ing Sabbath, according to his principal’s or- 
ders, Ameen went to the beautiful blue Med- 
iterranean Sea and was baptized as a public 
sign of his belief in Jesus—his personal 
Friend and Saviour. 

He continued to go to school that year. 
The principal became tired of speaking to 
him and gave up the battle. However, at 
the end of the year, Ameen could not take 
the final examinations that came on the 
Sabbath. Thus he was given failing grades 
in two subjects. His grades were sent home 
after the close of school with a letter stating 
that he would not be admitted to school the 
following year unless he gave up his ideas 
about the Sabbath. 

This did not bother him at all, because 
he knew that God would continue to take 
care of him. After all, he was God’s property 
now. He was God’s own boy. 

God did take care of him. He arranged 
for Ameen to go to the Seventh-day Advent- 
ist college, where he received training for 
his lifework. And what do you suppose 
Ameen is doing now? He is helping other 
boys and girls to find Jesus. “My only aim in 
life,” says the boy who lived, “is to be a hero 
for Christ.” 











PATHFINDER 


IN RICHMOND, CALIFORNIA, 


PATHFINDERS 
MAKE the MAYOR 


HAPPY! 


* * * 


| nes mayor sighed. “What can we do about 
it?” he muttered to himself. 

He looked again at the day's paper. “Local 
Vandals Smash School Windows,” said one 
headline. He began to read the story. A gang 
of boys with nothing good to do were out 
looking for fun. Someone suggested the 
school windows, and now hundreds of dol- 
lars’ worth of windows had been broken. 

The mayor looked on another page. “Two 
teen-age boys were arrested here today,” a 
story said. “Police found that both of them 
had been smoking dope-filled cigarettes.” 








“I wish someone in the city would look 
after these boys and give them something 
good to do, so they wouldn't get into trou- 
ble.” He shook his head sadly and closed 
the paper. “What we need,” he thought, 
“are clubs where boys and girls are shown 
how to have a good time without breaking 
the law.” 

He stood up, discouraged, and threw the 
paper back on his chair. 

Weeks went by. And then, as the mayor 
looked through the paper again, something 
caught his eye. He saw a large picture of 
a float with the words “RICHMOND 
PATHFINDERS” on’it. 

He recognized the name Richmond, for 
that was the city of which he was mayor. 
But Pathfinders, who were they? 

He looked at the picture more closely. 
There were six boys and girls on the float, 
with good-looking uniforms on. He couldn't 
quite make out what one boy and girl were 
doing, but it was plain that others were 
tying knots; and, most impressive of all, a 
girl in the front was tying a head bandage 
on another girl. 

The mayor stared. Then he began to 
chuckle. “This,” he exclaimed, “this is the 
very thing I have been looking for. I won- 
der who they are.” , 

He studied the words under the picture. 
They said that the float had appeared in a 
parade at a Pathfinder fair in the city of 
Lodi, and that the club was sponsored by 
the Seventh-day Adventists. “I know who 
they are,” he said. “But I didn’t realize they 
had such good clubs.” 

As soon as he got to his office, he asked 
his secretary who was in charge of the Rich- 
mond Seventh-day Adventist church. That 
good soul had to go and look it up. “It’s a 
Mr. A. E. Nelson,” she reported later. 

“We must send him a letter and congratu- 
late him on the good work he is doing for 
the boys and girls,” said the mayor. And 
that is just what he did. 

Oh, yes, the mayor was very happy to 
hear of the Pathfinders. The picture that 
thrilled him so is on this page. Other pic- 
tures of the Pathfinder fair at Lodi, Cali- 
fornia, are on the next two pages. 


PHOTO COURTESY OF GLENN FILLMAN 


This is the picture of the Pathfinders on a float 
that made the mayor happy. Read the story on this 
page, then see pictures of other floats on next pages. 
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PIONEERING With 


GLENN FILLMAN, 


A police motorcycle escort, with the chief in a pat 
finders of Northern California as they paraded through 
finder fair not long ago. 

Theme of the fair was “Pioneering With Pathfinde 
and exhibits. The float entered by the Angwin Constella 
with a drill team and a bicycle brigade. The Hillmont ( 
atom bomb with the theme, “Christ Above All.” The 
some “unicycle” riders. Mount Shasta had built a mode 
ing to the top, where there was a Master Guide emblem 
and “Guide” stations, which had to be passed to reach 
at work building a shed and at play hunting through a 
Share Your Faith work, as Pathfinders prepared baskets 
exhibits are pictured on these pages. 


1. The pioneers traveled in covered wagons. It was a great day, and the people of the town wer 
Chico Pathfinders show the ones they made. finders are doing. 


PICTURES COURTESY GLENN FILLMA) 
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3. A prairie schooner ready to go, complete with outriders. This 4. Winning float was entered by Pathfinde 
is the way the float from Galt appeared just before the parade who followed the MV Aim: “The gospel to 
began. May, in “The Last Leaf,” could have gone to Dakota in this. this generation.” Flags and costumes inc 


7. Don’t girls know boys don’t wear aprons? 8. They are all set to scout ahead to see 9. Introducing 
Billy Harvard is an unwilling model as the if there is any trouble brewing! Horsemen skunk from Stoc 
Hayward girls show off an apron they made. are from the Santa Rosa Pathfinder Club. Little Flower ca 











ith PATHFINDERS 


FILLMAN, Reporting 


2f in a patrol car leading the way, went before the Path- 
ed through the streets of Lodi at their fifth annual Path- 


Pathfinders,” which was carried out in many of the floats 
n Constellations showed a camping scene, and was flanked 
Hillmont Club's featured a tumbling team. Napa’s had an 
All.” The Sanitarium Club entered a marching unit and 
ilt a model of 14,161 ft. Mount Shasta, with a trail lead- 
ide emblem. Along the trail were “Friend,” “Companion,” 
1 to reach the top. Stockton’s float showed the Pathfinders 
, through a cave for minerals. Sebastopol’s featured their 
ed baskets and took them to the poor. Other floats and 


e town were very much impressed with the fine work Path- 2. A stuffed bird is exhibited by Healdsburg. 
Guide will have MV Bird Honor in the spring. 


SY GLENN FILLMAN AND BILL OLIPHANT 








by Pathfinders of San Rafael, 5. Three Napa members admire 6. “Congratulations, Donald Driver, for 
he gospel to all the world in the collection of Indian lore that riding slower than | did,” says the boy 
costumes indicate countries. won blue ribbon for Lorene Elicker. who came second. Slowest rider won race! 


Introducing Little Flower, the two-striped 10. These Cookettes finished Miss Beeler’s cooking course appearing 
k from Stockton, held by Clifford Stewart. in GUIDE, and won a prize for their float. Boys are writing a record 
le Flower caused no accidents at the fair! of club’s activities. The Conquerors came sixty miles to show float. 
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a of wonderful objects can be 
made from plywood. Plywood is easy to 
get, since it is sold in nearly all lumberyards 
and is used in many woodworking shops. 
Sometimes it is possible to get scraps for 
very little cost. To make an elephant pencil 
holder, you will need only a small piece of 
plywood 4 inch thick and 6 by 9 inches 
in size. You will also need a coping saw or 
a jig saw. There are many different kinds 
of coping saws. One kind is shown in Fig- 
ure. 1. 

To saw well, the blade should be sharp, 
and should fit snugly in the saw. There are 
a number of ways to hold the wood and the 
saw. One method, using a clamp, is illustrated 
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AN ELEPHANT 
PENCIL HOLDER 


By BERNARD I. RASMUSSEN 


in Figure 2. Try different ways to find the 
one that works best for you. 

No matter what method you use you 
should always have the blade in the saw so 
the teeth point downward as you cut. An- 
other important point is always to hold the 
saw at right angles to the wood. 

Figure three shows all the parts of the 
elephant pencil holder. Enlarge the picture 
to eight times the size shown here. This 
should be done on a piece of paper. Next, 
with carbon paper, trace the design onto the 
wood. To make the lines of the design more 
distinct, go over them with a black wax 
pencil, or better still use black paint and a 
small pointed brush. Now you can saw out 
all the parts of the pencil holder. Saw care- 
fully on the outside of the lines. Try fitting 
the parts together as shown in Figure 4. 
Sandpaper the edges. Some parts may have to 
be sawed out a little more to make all parts 
fit together. When you are sure all parts 
fit, color them with water colors, using a 
small round brush. The round holes in part 
(4) and part (c) of Figure 3 can be drilled 
with a brace and bit. They should be made 
the right size so pencils will fic in them as 
shown in Figure 5. Parts (d) and (e) are 
feet for making the pencil holder stand. 

If a brace and bit is not available, saw 
out the holes as illustrated in Figure 6. 

After the design is colored it can be put 
together. Use a good glue, such as Wood-lok, 
and small brads. After the design is nailed 
together it should be varnished. 

In the next few weeks we will tell you 
about other projects made from plywood. 
If you are interested in finding out where 
you can get an inexpensive and safe jig saw, 
you may write to The Dupli-Craft Co., 305 
Mariposa Ave., Mountain View, California. 
Ask for information about the Jiffy Jig Saw. 








What Three Brothers Did to Bob 
From page 3 


“Now, I'll have fun.” Then to his delight, 
out jumped another boy, almost as tall as 
the first. The boys didn’t look like twins, but 
they were dressed alike in green slacks and 
white tee shirts. Bob was thrilled. He scarcely 
knew what to do. He started to swing to the 
ground when out popped a third boy, a bit 
shorter than his brothers, but dressed like 
them. 

“Three brothers!” Bob jumped from the 
tree, keeping his eyes on the boys, who were 
now helping the men unload. At the first 
opportunity, he decided, he would go over 
and introduce himself. 

However, the brothers remained busy, 
laughing and joking with each other all the 
time. Bob had never seen such cheerful work- 
ers before. 

It wasn’t long before everything was de- 
posited in the house. Bob noticed that a 
young woman was helping the boys’ mother. 
“With that woman to help,” he reasoned, 
“their mother won't need them, and they 
can take time to play.” He walked across the 
lawn to where the boys were standing. “Hi, 
fellows,” he said. “Welcome. My name’s Bob. 
What are your names?” 

“I’m John,” said the tall one. 

“I’m James,” said the one who was not 
quite so tall. 

“I’m Joe,” said the short one. 

The brothers laughed as they called out 
their names. “Such happy boys,” Bob thought. 
“We'll have fun.” Then he said, “Come over 
to my house. I have lots of hobbies and 
games you'll like.” 

“We'd love to,” said John, “but Mother 
needs us to help get things in order.” 

“We'll come over after the work is done,” 
said James. 

“A little later,” said Joe. 

Bob walked back to his home. He knew 
it would be hours before the new neighbors 
would be through with their work. 

Brownie came to meet him. Bob remem- 
bered that the dog needed a drink. He gave 
him a gentle pat, and together they went to 
the back of the house, where Bob filled the 
animal's drinking pan full of fresh water. 
The deed made him feel happier. 

“I think I'll tell Madge I’m sorry I broke 
her dishes,” he thought, walking back to 
where sister was playing. “I'll get a new set 
for you the next time I go to town,” he 


promised. Madge was so pleased that Bob 
felt jollier than he had in a long time. 

The afternoon dragged slowly by. Bob 
kept watching the house next door for signs 
that the boys were free. At intervals, John, 
James, or Joe would run out of the house 
to store something in the garage, or carry 
out a box of wrapping paper or a packing 
barrel. They didn’t look unhappy because 
they were busy and couldn’t play; in fact, 
they seemed to be having a wonderful time. 

From his perch in the tree Bob stared at 
them. “I can’t understand it,” he muttered. 
“How can they be happy when they have to 
work so hard?” 

Watching them, Bob remembered that 
earlier in the day his mother had asked him 
to make his bed and straighten his room. 
The task would have taken only twenty min- 
utes, yet he had complained so much it 
had almost spoiled the day. 

Quietly he went into the house, stopping 
by the broom closet for broom, dust mop, 
and dust pan. Soon everything looked so 
nice that he called Mother to come and see. 
Her happy smile was well worth the labor. 

After she had gone downstairs again, Bob 
looked out the window and noticed that 
the brothers were back outside. “Perhaps. 
they can play at last,” he thought, hurrying 
to meet them. 

They waved as he came across the lawn. 

“Ready to play?” Bob called. 

“In a minute,” said John. 

“We were wondering if we might have a 
few flowers from your garden to put on the 
dining room table,” said James. 

“We'd like to surprise Mother and make 
her feel happy in our new home,” said Joe. 

“Of course,” Bob told them, leading the 
way to the flower garden. 

Bob watched as the brothers took the 
flowers indoors, and heard their mother ex- 
claim with joy when she saw them. 

“Those fellows,” he said to himself, “are 
happy all the time because they are always 
trying to make their mother happy. I won- 
der if maybe the reason I’m miserable so 
much of the time is that I’m always think- 
ing of myself.” And right then Bob did some- 
thing, something the three brothers had 
made him do. He made a resolution. “From 
now on,” he decided, “by the grace of God 
I'm going to do what Mother and Dad and 
sister ask me to do, quickly and cheerfully. 
I think I will be happier, and I’m sure they 
will be.” 


FEBRUARY 3, 1954 / 15 

















How to Have PEP! 


By EVA BEELER, R.N. 





Answering the requirement: 8. Be able to prepare 
two kinds of salad. How are salads kept crisp? 


THE MV HONOR Mss BEELER greeted the 

happy group of Cook- 
ettes entering her cheery 
kitchen. “You folks surely 
make fine music. I could 
hear you singing way down 
the road.” 

“It’s lots of fun coming to your home 
to cook and eat. I always feel like singing,” 
said Linda. 

“Say, what are those charts on the wall?” 
queried Joe, pointing to some charts Miss 
Beeler had tacked on the wall. 

“We are going to learn about the inter- 
esting subject of carbohydrate foods,” she 
replied. “The first chart lists where they 
come from. Let’s read it together.” 





IN COOKING 
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“Sources of Carbohydrates 


"Starches—cereals, bread, potatoes, macaroni, 
noodles, soda crackers, root vegetables 
(carrots, etc.), legumes (beans, peas, etc.), 
pastries and pies, cake, pudding. 

“Sugars—fruits, fruit juices, refined sugars. 

“Natural Sweets—molasses, maple sugar, 
honey. 

“Other Concentrated Sweets—candies, jellies, 
jams, and preserves. 

“Starches and sugars are known as carbo- 
hydrates and give us energy for our activ- 
ities. When we eat these foods, and then 
digest them, they are broken down into a 
very simple sugar called glucose. Glucose is 
absorbed by the blood and carried to the 
tissues, where it supplies the body with heat 
and energy.” 

“Now I see why I always have more pep 
in the morning after I drink a glass of or- 
ange juice. The natural sugar in the juice acts 
just like fuel to give me more speed in my 
body engine,” Dwight said. 

“Fine reasoning,’ complimented Miss 
Beeler. “Now, Cookettes, let us look again 
at the list of carbohydrates. In order that 
you may know what carbohydrates are, we 
have listed the starchy foods and sugars, but 
this does not mean that each one is a health- 
ful food. Macaroni, noodles, pastries, pies, 
cakes, and puddings should be eaten spar- 
ingly, for they are not the most healthful 
things to eat. Almost all of these things are 
made of white flour, which is lacking in 
nutrition, mineral elements, and vitamins. 
Whole-grain products are rich in these life- 
giving elements, but the white flour has 
been robbed of essential building foods. 

“Candies, jellies, jams, and preserves are 











1 
| 
made of white sugar, which | 
has also been devitalized.” : 
Joe eagerly waved his | 
hand, and asked, “I thought | 
sugar was from sugar cane I 
and sugar beets. Aren’t they =} 
good for us?” | 
“God made the natural | 
sugars and whole grains rich | 
in life-giving elements, but | 
man has refined them, tak- | 
ing out these good food val- | 
ues,” explained the teacher. 
“In the process of refining | 
flour and sugar, man has | 
made them pale. Remember | 
‘pale foods make pale peo- 
ple. So fill up your plates 
with bright, colorful foods; bright orange 
carrots, vivid red beets, fresh green vege- 
tables, golden corn, brown baked potatoes, 
and you will put sparkle in your eyes, a 
healthy glow in your cheeks, and have a 
bouncy, peppy feeling.” 

“I get so hungry for sweet things to eat,” 
said Linda. “What should I eat? My dentist 
said to stay away from too much candy and 
soda pop and never to take any between 
meals.” 

“Fresh fruits of all kinds have natural 
sugars and are healthful. Honey and dried 
fruits, such as apricots, peaches, figs, prunes, 
raisins, pears, and dates, satisfy the craving 
for sweets.” 

“My dentist told me that almost all chil- 
dren have cavities in their teeth from eating 
so much candy and drinking soda pop,” 
said Linda. 

“Last Christmas my mother took dried 
apricots, dipped them in hot water to soften 
them, and rolled them in a little sugar. Then 
she snipped them in tiny slices with scissors. 
Yum! They were good!” Marilyn said cheer- 
ily. 


“We stuffed prunes and dates with a mix- 


- 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| Arrange over top of greens 
| 
| 
| 
Pour over dressing and toss lightly. 


Cut into pieces 


Whip 1 pint whipping cream. Add sugar to taste. Add fruit 
that has been drained, 
Serve on bed of lettuce with a strawberry on top, or it may 
be used as a dessert. 


NOTE.—The fruits may be 


chopped maraschino cherries may be used instead of the straw- 
berries, with a piece of cherry on top. 


SPRING SALAD 


Break in bowl VY, head lettuce 
Tear in pieces 


V4 bunch curly endive 
VY. bunch water cress—small 
pieces 


2 tomatoes, cut in wedges 
2 stalks celery, cut in strips 
6 radishes, sliced 

3 green onions, chopped 


1 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
V2 green pepper, sliced | 
| 
! 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


SOYALAC MAYONNAISE 


3 tablespoons Soyalac and enough water to make thick paste. 
Add oil and keep mixing. If it seems thin just stop adding oil 
and mix for a few minutes. Add oil till the right consistency. 
Add salt and lemon juice to taste. 


FRUIT A LA CREME 


V4 cup pineapple 

V4 cup apple 

V2 cup strawberries 
3 marshmallows 


V4 cup banana 
V4 cup peaches 
VY. cup dates 


and fold all through the cream. 


varied. One-fourth cup of 


ture of ground up walnuts and almonds,”. 
added Joe. “They tasted super!” 

“I saw a butterfly salad I liked,” said 
Martha, changing the subject. “The wings 
were made of half a slice of pineapple, with 
bits of cut raisins for the spots. The body 
of the butterfly was a stuffed date. The feelers 
were made of tiny strips of celery.” 

“That is a pretty salad,” said Miss Beeler. 
“Making a salad is a work of art. Do not 
attempt to make one in a hurry. The vege- 
tables and leaves should be kept fresh and 
tender. Remove the bruised and tough parts. 
Lettuce, celery, spinach, and endive should 
be washed in cold water and placed in a re- 
frigerator until serving time, to become crisp. 
When they are served there should be no wa- 
ter adhering to them. Some kinds of lettuce 
are affected by the change of temperature and 
will quickly wilt. The salad should always 
be served cold. The green salad loses its crisp- 
ness if it stands in the dressing. Therefore, 
the dressing should be added to the green 
vegetables just before serving.” 

“All of this talk about food makes me 
hungry,” announced Dwight. 

“Then let's start cooking,” said Miss Beeler. 
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CHARLES CAREY 


Gcble GAMES for JUNIOR YOUTH 


SPELLING GAME 


A game for Junior youth to play with younger 
brothers and sisters—these thirty sets of twin 
cards will provide instruction and entertain- 
ment for very young children by making them 
familiar with some common words through 
association of the words with the pictures that 
portray them. The first fifteen sets are for 
very young children, and the last fifteen sets 
are designed for a slightly older group 


PRICE, $.75 


BIBLE TRUTH GAME 


This little game consisting of 101 nicely 
printed cards with accompanying instruction 
and answer book promotes intcrest in Bible 
facts. Seme of the questions test the memory; 
— provoke thought. Profitable for Sabbath 


jours 
PRICE, $1.25 


BIBLE GEOGRAPHY GAME 


A sea that lost its tongue, imported apes and 
peacocks, twenty worthless towns—could you 
locate these references in the Bible? This 
attractively printed card game affords suitable 
Sabbath diversion in finding Bible place names 


PRICE, $1.00 


Prices Higher in Canada 
Add Sales Tax Where Necessary 


MTP N, 


REVIEW AND HERALD PUBLISHING ASSOCIATION, TAKOMA PARK 
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BIBLE "SEEK" GAME 


Here is something new in Bible games that will 
atford many hours of exciting and instructional 
fun. Any number up to twenty can play it, 
but the maximum pleasure comes when played 
by from four to eight players. It tests one's 
knowledge of Bible characters and one's agility 
in spelling their names. It uses an interesting 


forfeit system 
PRICE, $1.50 
BIBLE CHARACTER GAME 


Conducted according to the rules 
it furnishes stimulating rivalry in acquiring 
a wide knowledge of Bible personalities and in 
what books of the Bible they may be found 
Educational and devotional emulation are pro- 
voked in the family circle or church group 


when played intelligently 
PRICE, $1.25 


provided 


BIBLE BOOKS GAME 


This is a new game cleverly designed to teach 
those who play it how to familiarize themselves 
with the relative positions of the books of the 
Bible. Develops skill in turning quickly to any 
needed Bible text. Printed on durable enameled 
stock, it consists of 66 cards, one for each 


book of the Bible 
PRICE, $1.00 


12, DC 
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When Nick, the Bulldog, Ran Away 
From page 5 


been given, and couldn’t be lured back to 
the truck with cajolery, threats, or promises. 
He was nowhere to be seen. 

Mr. Gustafson decided that the business in 
Mountain City must be delayed no longer. 
“I will be back this way in about two hours,” 
he said to himself. “By that time Nick will 
be good and cold and will come running.” 

The snow had ceased, and night had sent 
its first warning signals when Mr. Gustaf- 
son returned anxiously to the spot where 
Nick had disappeared. His exasperation all 
gone, there was nothing but deep concern 
and sincere affection in his voice as he called 
and whistled for the little pug-nosed bull- 
dog. As the minutes passed without results, 
his fears increased. Leaving the truck, he 
hiked in a great circle through the sagebrush 
looking for dog tracks. Rabbit tracks, bird 
tracks, and a few fox tracks he found, but 
none of the familiar marks such as Nick 
sometimes made with muddy feet on the 
kitchen floor. 

Then an idea came to Mr. Gustafson. 
“Maybe,” he said, “Nick got cold and went 
to that service station about a mile down the 
road.” He drove quickly to the station, only 
to be disappointed again. “No, we haven't 
seen anything of a bulldog or any other kind 
of dog except our own,” said the owner. “If 
any other dog had come near, our dog would 
have barked. But your dog will probably 
come here tonight. It will be too cold out 
in the sagebrush. Let us have your name and 
address, and we will drop you a card if he 
comes.” 

With that hope, Mr. Gustafson drove 
home slowly, hoping that the children would 
be asleep before he arrived. They were, but 
Mrs. Gustafson wasn’t. “Where is Nick?” 
she demanded. The story had to be told. 
“Oh, what will the children say?” she asked. 
They both dreaded the morning. 

What a storm! Evan cried, Evelyn cried, 
Moodine, Wilma Lee, Mother, and even 
Daddy cried. Mr. Gustafson endeavored to 
comfort them all with the halfhearted assur- 
ance that the dog would go to the service 
station and they would probably get a card 
the next day. But they would not be com- 
forted. No one was interested in breakfast. 
Soon it was time for morning worship, and 
Mrs. Gustafson suggested, “Let’s all pray that 
God will help us to get Nick back again,” 


a suggestion the children needed no urging 
to follow. Each one prayed earnestly that 
God would help them to find their much- 
loved pet again. 

Then it was time for the children to go 
to school, but they would not leave until 
father promised that he would drive out in 
the pickup to the service station to see if 

















Hidden Men 


Can you find the hidden Bible characters? The 
first is worked out for you. 


1. The Israelites sewed on their clotheS HEMs of 
blue ribbon. 

2. Bill liked jam, especially strawberry. 

3. Jane set her Bible on the table. 

4. David ran, drew cut Goliath’s sword, and killed 
the giant. 

5. The zoo keeper showed the Pathfinders a sleek 
white animal with a black tail, which he called 
his pet ermine. 

6. Dick and Charies watched closely as the cook, 
Elmina, dabbed butter on the fresh loaves. 

7. Because the dinner table looked so drab, | hur- 
ried to bring in some flowers. 

8. “Look,” called Edith excitedly, “Sam’s on top 
of the cliff.” 

9. Nancy looked at Marj. “Oh, not there, surely,” 
she gasped. 


10. “I,” said Charles, ‘“‘am son of Mr. Jones.” 


Who Was He? 
By IDA MAE CRESTAKOS 


He was the younger twin and his mother’s favorite. 

He fed his brother bread and pottage in exchange 
for his birthright. 

He deceived his father and obtained the birthright 
blessing. 

Because of his brother’s anger, he had to flee from 
home. 

In a dream he saw a ladder reaching from earth to 
heaven and the angels ascending and descending 
on it. 

He promised God a tenth of all his increase. 

He had twelve sons. 


ANSWERS 
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Nick was there. As soon as the children had 
gone to school, Mr. and Mrs. Gustafson drove 
the fifty miles to the station. The owner im- 
mediately recognized Mr. Gustafson. “I’m 
sorry,” he said, “we didn’t see anything of 
your dog last night.” 

“Let’s drive down to where Nick jumped, 
anyway,” said Mr. Gustafson. Reaching the 
place, he climbed into the back of the pickup 
so that he could see farther. Cupping his 
hands to his mouth, he called, “Here Nick, 
here Nick. O Nick, we've come to get you.” 
He gave the long shrill whistle to which 
Nick usually responded immediately. 

Suddenly, out across the sagebrush, Mr. 
Gustafson saw a motion. “Mother,” he called, 
“I saw something move out there. Here Nick, 
here Nick.” Again he whistled. Once more a 
movement in the sagebrush, this time closer. 
Another moment or so, and Mrs. Gustafson 
cried out, “It’s Nick! It’s Nick!” Jumping 
as high as possible in order to see above 
the sagebrush, Nick was running toward 
them as fast as he could go. For the last fifty 
yards he wiggled and barked all the way to 
show how very happy he was to see them. 
In a few seconds they had gathered him up 
in their arms, and there wasn’t one word of 
scolding! Indeed, from all the endearing 
names and words one might think that Nick 
had never done anything wrong in his whole 
life! 

It was noon when they reached home, and 
the children were just coming from school 
for lunch. You can imagine the happy occa- 
sion. Everyone cried again, but this time 
they were laughing while they cried. When it 
was time to return thanks before a hastily 
prepared lunch, there was more than the 
usual prayer. Everyone thanked God for 
helping them to find Nick, their ugly little, 
much-loved pug-nosed bulldog. 





The Last Leaf 
From page 7 


They prayed for Father's safe return from 
the village. They also prayed for a special 
blessing, and tender watchcare during the 
night, and throughout the coming winter. 

While they were eating supper, Father re- 
turned from town with some needed sup- 
plies. Then he sat down to eat with them. 
The girls told of their recent visitor. Father 
said, “I knew they made their camp over 
there, but I did not mention it in order 
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not to frighten you. But they are not from 
a hostile tribe. They are a band of Sioux 
on their way to join the group at Yahota. 
Hmm —this corn bread is really good.” 

On the following day Uncle Martin came 
from the East, bringing news from “back 
home.” There was so much to talk about. 
He brought a box of dried fruits and a bar- 
rel of apples. He also brought a trunk full 
of books, which the girls might divide among 
themselves as they chose. 

One of the books was a large volume en- 
titled Patriarchs and Prophets. It was beauti- 
fully bound in tan leather, with dark-brown 
leather corners and title strip. 

“Who will have this one?” asked Nellie. 

Uncle Martin looked around the group 
of nieces, then said, “I think May would ap- 
preciate that book.” So the big volume be- 
came the property of May Hull. Uncle Mar- 
tin printed her name on the flyleaf with red 
ink. 

May was so proud of this book. It was a 
Bible book; it told about Abraham, Isaac, 
Moses, and many other familiar Bible heroes. 
Someday she would start to read it. Just now 
she was interested in the news from back 
East. 

Nellie and Mertie sat by the table and 
looked at the pictures. 

“Look at this one,” said Nellie. “Isn’t that 
terrible?” 

The picture they had discovered was one 
that showed Korah, Dathan, and Abiram 
being swallowed up by the earth. They hast- 
ily closed the book. 

“That’s a bad book,” said Nellie. 

“Yes, it is a bad book,” said Mertie. 

Whether it was the picture that impressed 
the girls, or whether they were just jealous 
because it was her book, May could never 
really know. But from that day on it was 
called “the bad book.” Whenever the younger 
girls dusted the bookcase, they always called 
attention to the “bad book.” They avoided 
it as though it were poison. 

It was suppertime. Father and Uncle Mar- 
tin were still out at the barn doing the 
chores. The table was set. Libbie was stirring 
the soup in the big kettle. Eva was cutting 
the bread and arranging it artistically on the 
bread plate. 

“Eva must be expecting company,” teased 
Clara. “A gentleman friend, perhaps?” 

Suddenly they were startled by a knock 
on the door. 

“Here comes Eva’s company!” said May. 








Mother went to open the door, and in 
the dim light she could see the tall form 
of Bear Tracks. Behind him stood four 
Indians, wrapped in heavy wool blankets. 

Bear Tracks spoke. “Me come back with 
friends. Friends hungry too.” 

Mother stepped back, and after gaining 
her composure said, “Yes, come in Bear 
Tracks. Welcome, friends!” 

Mother Hull and the girls quickly pre- 
pared and set food before these dark-skinned 
visitors. They ate greedily. 

“More?” she asked, refilling their empty 
bowls with hot soup. Clara summoned up 
enough courage to follow her with the plate 
of bread. The other girls stood at a safe 
distance just watching. Soon the soup ket- 
tle was empty, and so was the bread plate. 

When the Indians were satisfied that there 
was no more food for them, they rose to 
leave. Bear Tracks said, “White squaw good. 
Bear Tracks not forget. Friends not forget. 
How!” 

The other Indians also said “How!” as 
they left and disappeared in the darkness. 


Mother closed the door. Clara and Libbie 
quickly washed up the soup bowls. Then 
Eva cut and arranged another plate of bread. 
But the soup was gone. There would not 
be time to prepare another kettleful before 
father and Uncle Martin came in. The tea- 
kettle was boiling on the stove. Mother 
quickly prepared a saucepan full of oat- 
meal. She would serve her family oatmeal 
and bread and jam for supper. 

When Father and Uncle Martin came in 
they all sat down to eat. 

“This seems more like breakfast,” said 
Nellie. But she ate her oatmeal and enjoyed 
it. 

Before anyone could make further re- 
marks, there was a knock on the door. 

“Again?” said Mertie. 

Father Hull went to the door. No, it was 
not Indians this time. It was one of the 
neighbors, Mr. Green. Mrs. Green was with 
him, carrying the baby. 

“Indians,” said Mr. Green. “They are com- 
ing this way!” 

(Continued next week.) 











BIRTHMARKS. Twice as many girls as boys 
have birthmarks, doctors have discovered. 


WEEDING WITH GEESE. The easy way to 
get weeds out of the garden is to let the birds 
do it. But, unfortunately, most birds will eat 
the good plants just as fast as they attack the 
weeds. It has been found, however, that geese 
allowed to run through a field of cotton will 
eat only the weeds and leave all the cotton 
plants as healthy as ever. Some cotton growers 
report that the geese save them from $10 to $30 
an acre that they don’t have to pay to men to 
pull out the weeds. One man who hatches the 
geese sold 35,000 in 1953. This year he expects 
to sell more than 100,000. 


BIG JIM. The United States Navy recently 
built in the State of Washington a radio station 
that is twenty-two times more powerful than 
any commercial station in the country. It sends 
messages that can be heard by ships every- 
where in the world, even in magnetic storms, 
which usually interfere seriously with less 
powerful stations. 


RADIO PROGRAMS IN TEETH FILLINGS. 
The Big Jim radio station is so powerful that 
it is possible people with fillings in their teeth 
may pick up programs in their mouths! When 
two different kinds of material touch each 
other, an electric current often flows from 
one to the other. These can sometimes be heard 
as a voice or as music. Therefore, if every- 
thing is just right, a man standing near the 
million-watt transmitter might hear an orches- 
tra playing between the filling of his tooth and 
the enamel! 
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Vil—The Christian and His Money 


(FEBRUARY 13) 


Lesson Text: Matthew 25:14-30. 


Memory Verse: “Godliness with contentment 
is great gain. For we brought nothing into this 
world, and it is certain we can carry nothing out. 
And having food and raiment let us be there- 
with content” (1 Timothy 6:6-8). 


Guiding Thought 


People who own vast estates often employ a 
man called a steward to look after their property. 
It is a great responsibility to have the oversight of 
farms and buildings, the paying of many servants, 
the buying of equipment, and the handling of 
great sums of money. A steward has to be honest. 
He has to be loyal. He has to think in terms of 
the interests of his employer all the time. He must 
do things the way he thinks his employer would 
like them done. He is careful not to waste his 
money. In return for this he is trusted by the man 
who employs him, and he is well paid for the 
responsibilities he carries. God calls us to be His 
stewards. He trusts us with health, with time, with 
talents, and with ability to speak. Some are given 
more than others in the way of talents to use in 
His service, but each is expected to be faithful with 
however much he is entrusted. In our lesson this 
week we shall see how the Christian can be a faith- 
ful steward of the money that the Lord gives him. 


ASSIGNMENT 1 


Read the lesson text and the guiding thought. 


ASSIGNMENT 2 
Stewards of the Lord’s Goods 


1. To teach us our responsibility as stewards, 
what story did Jesus tell (Matt. 25:14, 15)? 

2. Recall what each steward did with the tal- 
ents entrusted to him (verses 16-18). 

3. With what words did the master, on his 
return from the far country, praise the servant 
who had earned five talents, and the servant 
who had earned two talents (verses 21, 23)? 
What did he say to the servant who had not 
even tried to improve his talent (verses 26, 27)? 

NoTE.—“Our money has not been given us 
that we might honor and glorify ourselves. As 
faithful stewards we are to use it for the honor 
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and glory of God. Some think that only a portion 
of their means is the Lord’s. When they have set 
apart a portion for religious and charitable pur- 
poses, they regard the remainder as their own, 
to be used as they see fit. But in this they mistake. 
All we possess is the Lord’s, and we are account- 
able to Him for the use we make of it. In the 
use of every penny it will be seen whether we 
love God supremely and our neighbor as our- 
selves.” —Christ’s Object Lessons, p. 351. 


ASSIGNMENT 3 
God Creates and God Owns Everything 


4. God created the earth, therefore He is the 
Lord of the earth. “The earth is the Lord’s, 
and the fulness thereof; the world, and they 
that dwell therein,” says David (Ps. 24:1). To 
whom does all the wealth of the earth belong 
(Haggai 2:8)? 

NOTE.—God also says: “Every beast of the 
forest is mine, and the cattle upon a thousand 
hills. J know all the fowls of the mountains: and 
the wiid beasts of the field are mine” (Ps. 50: 
10, 11). “All the good that man enjoys comes 
because of the mercy of God. He is the great and 
bountiful Giver. His love is manifest to all in 
the abundant provision made for man.”—Testi- 
monies, vol. 6, p. 385. 


5. We see many wealthy people in the world 
today. Could they have gained their wealth with- 
out God’s blessing (Deut. 8:18)? 

6. In order to convince Christians that they 
have no reason to be proud about what they 
possess, what question does Paul ask (1 Cor. 
4:7, middle section)? 


ASSIGNMENT 4 


God Takes Man Into Partnership With Him 


7. God’s greatest wish is that all shall hear 
and believe the gospel. He could send angels 
to preach. He could provide the means for 
building churches and schools and hospitals for 
the advance of the gospel and the helping and 
educating of mankind. He does not do this, 
however. He chooses to give us the joy of going 
into partnership with Him in the carrying out 
of the great commission. That has always been 


a) Bey 














His way. When the sanctuary, that was to be 
a witness to many people of God’s presence and 
His plan of salvation, was to be erected He 
showed this by saying, “Let them build me a 
sanctuary.” How did the children of Israel re- 
spond (Ex. 35:4, 5, 20-29)? 


NOTE.—So willingly did they work and give 
that finally orders had to be sent out to bring 
no more (Ex. 36:5-7). 


8. When David planned to build the Temple 
at Jerusalem, how did the people respond to 
the appeal for help (1 Chron. 29:6-9)? 


NoTE.—In his prayer David acknowledged that 
although the people had brought and worked 
willingly, yet without God they could not have 
contributed anything. “But who am I,” he prayed, 
“and what is my people, that we should be able 
to offer so willingly after this sort? for all things 
come of thee, and of thine own have we given 


thee” (1 Chron. 29:14). 


9. As God’s people of old contributed their 
means for the sanctuary and the Temple that 
were to bear witness to the heathen world of 
their time, so we are to give of our means for 
the support of those who give all their time to 
the preaching of the gospel. How does Paul 
point out the need for this in 1 Corinthians 
9:13, 14? 


ASSIGNMENT 5 
Returning the Tithe 


10. What has God asked us to return to Him 
systematically (Mal. 3:10)? 


NOoTE.—“The Lord created every tree in Eden 
pleasant to the eyes and good for food, and He 
bade Adam and Eve freely enjoy His bounties. But 
He made one exception. Of the tree of knowl- 
edge of good and evil they were not to eat. This 
tree God reserved as a constant reminder of His 
ownership of all. Thus He gave them opportunity 
to demonstrate their faith and trust in Him by 
their perfect obedience to His requirements. 
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“So it is with God’s claims upon us. He places 
His treasures in the hands of men, but requires 
that one tenth shall be faithfully laid aside for 
His work. He requires this portion to be placed 
in His treasury. It is to be rendered to Him as 
His own; it is sacred and is to be used for sacred 
purposes, for the support of those who carry the 
message of salvation to all parts of the world.”— 
Testimonies, vol. 6, p. 386. 


11. What was God’s plan for the use of the 
tithe that was returned to Him in the days of 
the children of Israel (Num. 18:21)? 

12. What did Christ have to say about tithe- 
paying (Matt. 23:23)? 


ASSIGNMENT 6 
Offerings 


13. How else, besides returning the tithe, can 
we help with the expense of sending the gospel 
to all the world (Prov. 3:9)? 


NOTE.—'‘‘God’s requirements come first. We 
are not doing His will if we consecrate to Him 
what is left of our income after all our imag- 
inary wants have been supplied. Before any part 
of our earnings is consumed, we should take out 
and present to Him that portion which He claims.” 
—Ibid., vol. 4, p. 477. 


14. In later days how were Christians asked 
to help financially with the sending forth of 
the gospel (1 Cor. 16:1, 2)? 

15. If we are faithful in honoring God with 
our tithes and offerings, how has God promised 
to go into coor’ with us and assure our 
success (Mal. 3:10, 11)? 


ASSIGNMENT 7 


In Messages to Young People, Mrs. E. G. White 
tells us about her sister and herself when they 
were girls, and how they saved out of their small 
earnings to forward the cause of God on earth. 
She says: 

“Even though he may be poor, the youth who 
is industrious and economical can save a little for 
the cause of God. When I was only twelve years 
old, I knew what it was to economize. With my 
sister I learned a trade, and although we would 
earn only twenty-five cents a day, from this sum 
we were able to save a little to give to missions. 
We saved little by little until we had thirty dol- 
lars. Then when the message of the Lord’s soon 
coming came to us, with a call for men and means, 
we felt it a privilege to hand over the thirty dollars 
to father, asking him to invest it in tracts and 
pamphlets to send the message to those who were 
in darkness... . 

“With the money that we had earned at our 
trade, my sister and I provided ourselves with 
clothes. We would hand our money to mother, 
saying, ‘Buy, so that after we have paid for our 
clothing, there will be something left to give for 
missionary work.’ ”’—Pages 299, 300. 


VERNON NYE, ARTIS1 


Jesus has given us everything we have. He just asks 
us to give a tenth of it back to Him. It’s not very 
much, and we should be careful to figure it right. 
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1. In the golden gravel of a shallow Alaskan stream, 
safe from the water beetles and fish, lay a pile of 
king salmon eggs, each one about a quarter inch in 
diameter. One held Tyee. 2. About sixty days after 
the eggs had been spawned young Tyee hatched 











out. At first a large yolk sac was attached to him, 
and he was wise enough to stay partly hidden. 3. In 
a few weeks the yolk was all absorbed into the 
salmon’s body, and he and the other young “fry,” 
though only two inches long, could dart like lightning. 











4. Tyee was born more than a thousand miles from 
the sea, and in a few months, as a brightly mottled 
“parr,” he and many others began the leisurely trip 
downstream to the great Pacific Ocean. 5. In pass- 
ing through some of the lakes the group of young 


7. At last the fish reached the open sea, where the 
big waves rolled and the salty water buoyed them 
up. The young salmon swam till they left the last 
mountains of the inlet far behind. 8. The ocean was 
full of good food, and the fish grew large. Most 
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salmon found that they had to watch for the big 
Dolly Varden trout and other fish that were anxious 
to eat them. 6. They caught abundant insect food 
in the Alaskan streams and rivers and learned to 
leap from the water after May flies and dragonflies. 


salmon on the West Coast go back to spawn in 
three to seven years. Tyee liked the sea so well 
that he stayed longer. 9. When he had been there 
eight years he came back. King salmon average 
about twenty pounds, but Tyee weighed seventy-five. 








